



| HERE IS ONE OF THE 

Most Amazing Introductory Offers 
Ever Mode to Real Story Readers 


EVERYONE... Graduâtes • Housewives 
School Boys and Girls • Bookkeepers 
Business Men • Teachers • Laborers 
Lawyers • Farmers.. .CLIP COUPON 



SOLD ON GUARANTEE 
OF LIFE SERVICE 
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YOU WON’T WANT TO MISS THIS SENSATIONAL 
MONEY-SAVING OPPORTUNITY 

The nationaUy-known PEN MAN has just introduced a brand new foun¬ 
tain pen. It’s the popular-shaped model, backed by a guarantee of life 

pens. Yet, through spécial arrangements, th J nationallyidvertifed P foun- 
tain pen is priced amazingly low to readers of this magazine for quick 






At Even $ 5, a Year or So Ago, this Amazing 


known, radio-advertised Push-Button Fountain Pens for only 59c each (Two for 
Si), you know this is one advertising bargain offer you just can’t pass up! If you 
don’t hâve a fountain pen now, this is your chance to get one for only 59c. If you 
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ALL STORIES TRUE 
ALL STORIES COMPLETE 
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When a boy and girl 
take love too soon , 
isn't heartache 
b o un d t o 


intq tears, and 



I T’S ail right because we love each other. We’re 
engaged, darling. If you really loved me you 
couldn’t refuse me!” 

How many girls hâve listened, as I did and 
believed those words? How many more will 
hear them and think that happiness lies that way? 

It seems a lifetime since I was eighteen although I 
am only twenty now. I never want to think of those 
two years again, but I am going back through ail the 
pain and sufïering, hoping, praying that I can make 
other girls say, “I won’t let that happen to me.” 

We lived—Marna, Papa, my sister Teresa and I—in a 
shabby comfortable house on Eighth Street. Teresa 
was six years older than I was. I can remember those 
nights when Papa and Marna and I crowded into the 
dining room while Teresa entertained her young man 
in the parlor. Papa would smoke and read the paper 
after his day in the upholstery shop. He was always 
strict with Teresa. “She’s a fine girl,” he would say. 
“I want to know the boys she goes with.” 

It was not long before Christmas, the year I was 
fourteen, that Teresa came home one night from the 
office where she worked, carrying a big box. “I’ve 
bought a new dress, Marna," she said, “for 

Teresa rushed from the table to get ready. 

It seemed like hours to me before Teresa 
came downstairs again. 

Then, suddenly she was standing in the 
room. How wonderful she looked! The dress 
was ice-blue satin, very long, fitted tight 
over her curving figure. 

“How do you like it?” Teresa asked 
breathlessly. 

Papa glanced up from his newspaper, then 
jumped to his feet angrily. He grabbed 
Teresa so hard by her wrists she fell to her 


ran up the 

stairs. 

After that she was different with Papa and Marna. 
She didn’t talk about her dates with Tony at the supper 
table any more. But lots of times when I watched 
her dress for the evening, she would talk to me. 

“Tony loves me,” she would say. “As soon as he 
is making more money we’ll be married. I’il be so happy 
then, Dolores—so happy.” 

And then, I came in to supper one night and found 
Teresa and Marna and Papa in the living room. 

“Two years you’ve been going with him,” Papa 
shouted. “Two years, and no Word of marriage! There 
will be talk.” 

“Hush, Angelo,” Marna said. “Tony will ask her 

“A week I’il give them,” Papa yelled. “Then Tony 
speaks or Teresa does not go out with him again.” 

Teresa was sobbing so that she could hardly talk. 
“Papa—I can’t ask him—” 

“A week,” Papa said. Teresa turned and' hurried 
past me up the stairs. Marna saw me then. 

“See what you hâve done,” she said. “You’ve fright- 
ened Dolores!” 
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"That’IJ teach you,” he 
growled. "Get up and 
stop your whimporing. 
Horeaft(*r. don’t leave 
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[ year before and slipped it 
| Tom didn’t look up when I stepped out 
| into the lunchroom. The two truck drivers 
aw me first, looked up 
I quickly irpjk their plates, and let their eyes 
[ linger appwfciatively on my slim figure. 

| Tom spun around as his eyes followed 

“Keep your eyes to yourself!” he roared 
I rudely at the truckmen, as he shoved me 
hastily back into the room. 

J “What do you mean, coming o_. - 

I like that in front of those guys?” he de- 
I manded fiercely, slamming the 
I hind him. It was mercilessly hoi in un 
I close little room, but he drew me close. 

I “Let me go, Tom,” I protested. His ai 
I only tightened around me. “You’re m 
I —mine!” he muttered, before he suddenly g 
| released me and pushed me away. "" 
some clothes on you!” he 
went back to the counter. 

What else could I do? _ . 
face and shoulders with water from the 
pitcher, pulled on a fresh h 
ran a comb through the loose w. . „ 

l hair, hanging so hot and heavy at the back I 
I of my neck. Tom wouldn’t let me out of I 
j his sight long enough to get my hair I 
[ trimmed, even if he could hâve spared 
^ the money. 

For a long time, I stood at the back door, 
but there was no breath of air stirring. 

I couldn’t defy Tom. He was too strong- 
willed, too violent. Standing there alone, 
helpless, unhappy, I shivered and the aw- 
ful trapped feeling I’d known that sum- 
mer closed around me again! 

The three girls who’d taken the farthest 
cabin that morning tumbled out of their 
front door in swimming suits. As I < “ 

ously watched them, Tom’s big ' 

haven’t done up a 

_s yet,’Vhe shouted. And so I gath- 

ered up fresh sheets and towels and started 
out into the broiling sun. 

It must hâve been an hour before I had 
it fit to live in again. On my way b; 
the lunchroom, the three girls passed me, 
cool and dripping from their swim. 

■ I stepped off the hot gravel path to let 
them go by. The tall blonde one hesitated, 
and I thought she was going to speak. But 
she only looked at me almost pityingly as I 
stood there with my arms full of mdssy 
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A LL MY life I will remember the bitterness and 
jealousy I felt that night I saw Kathie in 
Ronnie’s arms. 

I was sitting in the yard when Ronnie 
brought her home. Just sitting there in the 
dark, hating myself and ali the world, especially Ronnie. 
I kept very still as they came into the yard and seated 
themselves in the lawn swing. Without a Word Ronnie 
took Kathie in his arms and kissed her, while ail my 
muscles leaped in protest. Still, I didn’t move, and it 
didn’t bother me at ail that 1 was eavesdropping. 

Then Ronnie said, “I’il get you a ring tomorrow. Oh, 
Kathie, it's too good to be true! I can hardly wait to tell 
the folks. But I wish you were older. 1 wish I could 
marry you right now instead of waiting till you’re 
through school.” 

I couldn’t hear what she said, but I could see her hand 
go up to his face, and I yearned to rush over, snatch 
him away from her and break his neck. I didn’t sleep 
much that night. I lay awake hating Ronnie lying 
asleep there in the next room. Ronnie got ail the breaks. 
He could get anything he wanted, including the girl I 


ls my foster-brother. My parents adopted 
him before I was born. They had been married several 
years and had corne to believe that they were never 
to hâve any children. Ronnie came from a foundling 
home. Nobody ever knew his last name—perhaps he 
never had one. Many times I hâve heard my mother 
tell people how beautiful Ronnie was as a baby; what 
thick dark curls he had, what angelic blue eyes. 

Ronnie was three when I was born, and my earliest 
feeling about him was a strange mixture of adoration 
and hatred. It wasn’t long until I was fully conscious 
that people didn’t admire me as they did Ronnie; and 
that means a lot to a child. I was a tow-headed little 
boy with délicate features and a rather sullen mouth. 
I must hâve been about eight when my mother, in the 
midst of a eulogy on Ronnie’s charms, suddenly paused 
and caught me to her. “But Arnold is Mother’s little 
man, too!” she cried. That clinched the thing in my 
mind. I would never be to her what Ronnie was, even 
though I was her own flesh and blood and he wasn’t. 

By the time I was seventeen, my feeling for Ronnie 
was pretty complex. I worshiped him, and yet I hated 
him. Ronnie could do anything. He could go with any 
girl in town, he could get anything he wanted just by 
turning on that charm which made you his slave. He 
was as handsome as a god at nineteen. Tall and slim 
with curly dark hair and a smile that could charm the 
heart out of the devil himself. Everybody in Center- 
ville adored him, and he was asked to ail the parties 
which took place in our town. 

I was asked, too, of course, but I was perfectly aware 
that I was invited only because I was Ronnie’s brother. 
Ronnie would coax, “Corne on, Arnold. Why don’t you 
want to go with me any more? What’s the matter?” I 
don’t think he ever knew that my heart was full of a 
;o bring tragedy to both of us. 


and Kathie came into our lives. She was about a . 
younger than I, and she was very lovely. Both Ronnie 
and I fell in love with her from the start, anc 
hood hatred of him sprang to life again wl 
Kathie’s brown eyes turn warm and soft wh 
looked at Ron. But I had one advantage. Kathie and 
I were still in high school and Ronnie had already grad- 
uated. I could walk back and forth with her, I could 
carry her books and hâve a few precious hours with her 
every day. Also, I discovered bitterly, I could answer 
ail her questions about Ronnie. 

Ronnie started taking her to parties with him. He 
had a car and a good job at the paper mill in Centerville. 
clothes were always perfect, and people referred 


■•ONNIE told Mother and Dad about his engagement 
**■ to Kathie at breakfast the morning after that night 
I had jealousy watched him take her in his arms. I 
could see that my parents were pleased. “Why Ronnie, 
that’s just lovely!” said Mother. “I was hoping this 
would happen! I only hope Arnold can find a girl as 
sweet as Kathie.” 

Ronnie smiled at me. “I do, too,” he said. “But I 
can tell him right now there isn’t another like Kathie.” 

I made a wry face. “Oh, she’s okay,” I said airily. 
“But there’s plenty of others.” Not for the world would 
I let them know that my heart was breaking; that I was 
hoping something would happen to Ronnie before he 
could marry Kathie. My imagination went 
to desperate lengths. I pictured Ronnie 
dying, the victim of an accident per¬ 
haps, and Kathie turning to me for 
cpmfort. 

Things went on much the same 
for a time. I graduated from high 
school and went to work in the 
office of 

were like two people who 
had been removed from 
the world into a para- 
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"Lorraine ta engaged 
to me,” Greg said, fais 
votre grim, tense. "tint 
I’ve never held her In 
my arm s like that!” 
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Wearing costumes only in 
Paramount’s Great Man'H 
lady, Barbara Stamvyck 
had this softly draped flin- 
ner dress designed for her 
Personal wardrobe. 


Perfeet to wiihstand the 
blasts of wintry evenings is 
this smart two-pieced red 
and blaeb velvet froch se- 
lected by Gene Tierney, 
20th Century-Fox star. 


A pleasant peasant style 
for evening «car is worn 
by Carol Bruce, new Uni¬ 
versal starlet. The pina- 
fore is of black velvet; 
the blouse is of mousseline. 
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I Married for Money 
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I Tried to < onceal My 






























Oui* Kisses Led to Tra^edv 
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Would you give as little as 
1 a day for Music Lessons? 














































